.lias.' i*LL Jl.' wuIA 


V* W V» ^ 1U v. 


rmt 


I 





%z6 


T he Tragedie of Othello 


Or b y the worth of mine cternall Soule, 

Thou had’ft bin beater hauc bin borne a Dog 
Then anfwcr my wak’d wrath. 
dago. Is’c come to this ? 

Oth . Make me to fcc’t: or (at the Icaft) fo p'rouc it. 
That the probation bearc no Hindgc,nor Loopc, 

To hang a doubt on: Or woe vpon thy life. 
dago. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doft (lander her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray mote : Abandon allremorfc 
On Horrors head. Horrors accumulate: 

Do deeds to make Hcauen weepc, all Earth amaz’d; 

For nothing canft thou to damnation addc. 

Greater then that. 

dago. OGrace! OHeaucnforgiueme! 

Arc you a Mani^Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ? 

God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole, 
That lou’ft to make thine Honcfly,a Vice! 

Oh monftroil* world ! Take note, cake note (O World) 
To be direct and honeft, is not fafe. 

I thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
lie loue no Friend, fith Loue breeds fuch offence* 

Oth . Nay ftay : thou ftioulci’ft be honeft. 
dago. I finould be wife 5 for Honcftic’s a Foole, 

And loofes that it workes for. 

Oth . By the World, 

I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke fhe is not: 

I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not: 
lie haue fome proofe. My name that was as fre£h 
K% r Di*ns Vifage,is now begrim’d and blacke 
As mine owne face. Jfthere be Cords,or Kniucs, 
Poyfon,or.Fijre,or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not indurc it. Would I were fatis fied. 
r dago. Ifee you arc ^atenvp with Paffion : 

I do repent me, that I put it to you. 

You would be fatisfied? \ 

Oth. Would? Nay, and I will. 
dago. And may : but hov?/ How fatisfied, my Lord ? 
Would ypitche fhpei>vifion groffely gape on ? 
Beholdliertop’d ? u-. : 

Oth . Death,and damnation. Ob! 
lago . It were a tedious difficulty,1 thinke. 

To bring them to that Profpcft: Damne them then. 

If cuctinoEtall eyes do fee them boulfter 
More then their owne. What thcn?How then ? 

What flhallivfay? Where’sSatisfaftion? 

It is impoffible you (hould fee this. 

Were they asprime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, 

As fait as Wolues in pride, and Foolcs as groffc 
As Ignorance, made dranke* But yet ,1 fay. 

If impumibhi,anjd ftreng circumftances, 

Which leadq'dircfyy to*the doore of Truth, 

Will giue yoivfatiSfadlion, you might haue’r. 

Oth . Giuc me a liuingreafon fine’s difloyal!, 

. dago.il do not likethe Office. 

But fith I a^i einred in tbrscaufe fo farre 
(Prick’d ceS’tby foohfh Honeftv, and Loue) 

I will goon I lay with Cajfio lateiy, T 

And being troubled with a \aging tooth, 

I could iWc He cpe. There are a kinde of men. 

So loofc ofSouie,that in their fleepes will mutter 
Their Affayrcs: one of this kinde is Caffiq: 

In fleepe I heard him fay, fwcet Defdcmona , 

Let vs be wary, let vs hide our Loues, 

A ndthen (rSir)vvou!d he gripej and wring my hand 2 
Cry > oh fwee^Creature: then kiffeme hard, 



As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes, 

That grew vpon ray lippes, laid his Leg or emvT ,. , 
And figh,anri kiffc, and then cry curfed Fate * 1 "’Eo, 
That gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous !monftrou$! 

Iago. Nay, this was but his Dreatne. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone conclufio 
’Tis a fhrew’d doubt, though it be but a Drearne 
Iago, And this may helpe to thicken other JLc 
That do demonstrate thinly. r P roof «, 

Oth. He teare her all to peeces. 

Iago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing don* 

She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, * ’ 

Haue you not fometimes feene a Handkercbiefc 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand ? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one: ’twas my firft o lt j 
Iago. 1 know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
(I am fureit was your wiues) did I to day 
Sec Caffio wipe his Beard with. 

Oth. Ifitbethat. 

Iago. If it be that, or any, it was hers. 

It fpeakes againft her with the other proofes. 

Othel. Othat the Slaue had forty thoufandliuet • 
One is too poore, too weake for my reuengc. 

Now do I fee ’tis true. Lookc bcere /ago. 

All my fond loue thus do I blow to Htauen. ’Tj s Eon 
Arifc blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, ° " 
Yeeld vp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
Totyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught 
For ’tis of Afpickes tongues. 

Iago. Yet be concent. 

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood, 

Iago. Patience I lay : your roindc may change, 

Oth, Neuer Iago. Liketo thePonticke Sea, 
Whofe Icie Current, and corapulfiue courfe, 

Ncu’r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepcs due on 
T o the Propontickjtj and^i^lellefpont: 

Euen fo my bloody thou g'Htsjkviih violent pace 
Shall neu’r lookc bafflra^fc§*Pebbc to humble Loue, 
Till tliac a capcablc, and wideReuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Hcauen, 

In the due reuerence of a Sacred vow, 

1 heere engage my words. 

/ago. Do not rife yet: 

Wicneffeyou euer-burning Lights aboue. 

You Elements, that clip vs round about, 

Witneffe that heere /ago doth giuc vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 

To wrong’d Othello’s Seruice, Let him command,! 
And to obey {hall be in me remorfc. 

What bloody bufineffe euer. 

Oth. I greet thy loue, 

Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteoui, 
And will vpon the inftant put thee too’t, 

Within theft three day.es let me hearc thee fay, 

That Caffio'*, ootaliue. 

lago. My Friend is dead a 
’Tis done at your Requell. 

But let her Rue. 

Oth. Damne herlewdcMinx: 

O damne her, damne her. . . 

Come go with me a-part, I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwife mcanes of death 
ForthefaireDiuell. 

Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

Iago. I am your owne for cuer. 
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Sc/ena Qmrta. 


Enter Vcfdtmona, *s£milia,and Clown* 

Def Do you Know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 

)yCS ? 

7 Clow. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Qef Why man? 

Clo. He’s a Soldier, and for me to fay a Souldier lyes, 

■tis fobbing. 

Def. Go too : where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 

I ly e > 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 
do. I know not where he lodges, 3nd for mee to de- 
ptfe a Iodging,.and fay he lies heere, or he lies there,were 
t0 lyc in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re- 
port? 

r do. I will Catechize the world for him,that is,make 
Qucftions.and by them anfwer. 

Def. Sceke him, bidde him come hither ; tell him, I 
hauemoou’d my Lord on his bchalfe, and hope all will 
bewell. 

Clo. To do this,is within the compaue of mans W it, 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. Exit flo. 

Def Wherclhouldl loofe the Handkerchief:, 
milia ? 

i/Emil. IknownotMadam. 

Def. Belecue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafeneffe, 

As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

^£ml. Is he not iealious? 

Def Whojhc? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. 
i/Emil. Lookc where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. I will not leaue him now, till Cajfio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 

Oth. Well my good Lady.Oh hardncscodiffemblcl 
How do you, Defdemotta ? 

Def Well,my good Lord. 

Oth. Giue me your hand. 

This hand is moift my Lady. 

Def. It hath felt no age, nor knowne no forrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulneffe, and libcrall heart: 

Hot, hot,and moyft. This hand of yours requires 
A fequeftcr from Liberty: Fading,and Prayer, 

Much Caftigation, Exercift deuout, 

For heere’s a yong. and fweating Diuell heere 
That commonly rebels: ’Tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay fos 
For ’twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A libcrall hand. The hearts of old,gaue hands: 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake of this : 

Come, now your promife. 

Oth, What promife, Chucke? 

Def 1 haue fent to bid Cajfio come fpeake with you. 
Oth. I haue a fait and forry Rhcwme offends me: 
Lend me thy Handkerchicfc. 


Def. Heere my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaue you. 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Def. No indeed, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s a fault: That Handkercbiefc 
Did an ./Egyptian to my Mother giue: 

She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people. She told her,whi!e five kept it, 
’T would make her Amiable,and fubdue my Father 
Jntirely to herloue: Botifllie loft it. 

Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt 

After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me (when my Fate would haue me Wiu’d) 

To giue it her. I did io; and take heede on’t, 

Make it a Darling, like your precious eye : 

To loofe’t, or giue't away, were fuch perdition, 

As nothing clle could match. 

Def Is’tpoffible? 

Oth. ’ I ts true : There’s Magicke in the web ot it: 

A Sybill that had numbred in the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compafles. 

In her Prophettickc furiefow’d the Worke : 

The Wormes were hallowed, that did breede the Silke, 
And it wasdvde in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conferu’d of Maidens hearts. 

Def, Indeed? Is’t true? 

Oth. Mod veritable, therefore lookc too’t well. 

Def. Then would to Heauen.that 1 had neuer fecne’t? 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 

Def Why do you fpeake fo ftartingly.and rafti ? 

Oth. Is’t loft? Is’r gon? Speak^’t out o’th’wny ? 

Def. Bleflevs. 

Oth. Say you ? 

Def. It is not loft; but what and ifit were i 
Oth. How ? 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetcht.letme fee’r. 

Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now: 

This is a tricks to put me from my fu.te. 

Pray you let Cajfio be receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me the Handkercbiefc, 

My minde mif-giucs. . 

Def. Come, come: you’lneuer meete a more luma- 
entroan. 

Oth. The Handkerchicfc. 

Def A man that ali his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue; 

Shar'd dangers with you. 

Oth. The Handkercbiefc. 

Def. Infooth, you are too blame. 

Oth. Away. 

ts£mil. Is not this : man iealious? 

Def. I neu’r faw this before. 

Sure, there’s fome wonder in this Handkerchikfe, 

I am moll vnhappy in the lofic of it. 

vfcrnil. ’Tis not a yeare or twofhewcsvs 8 man: 
They arc all but Stomackcs, and we all but Food, 

They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch vs. 

Enter t ago, ana CoJJie, 

Looke you, Caffio an5 my Husband. ^ 

Iago. There is no other way: ’tis (he mull doo t: 
And loc the happinetfe: go,and importune her, 


Exit Othello. 
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